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[ editor's preface ] 


There is a lack. In the heart. In the mind. In the body. In human relationships. If the Christian artist (in 
whatever his or her medium may be) does not speak of this lack, if in her art she paints only tulips and butterflies, the 
risen Christ and blue skies without also leaving room for the thistles, the blackflies, the Passion and the days of 
limitless grey, she is, at best, washing her landscape in shades of rose, and at worst, telling blatant lies. “Keep your 
tongue from evil and your lips from speaking lies,” says Psalm 34:13. How do we keep our lips from speaking lies if 
we cannot also speak out against the evil? The psalmists did not think it wrong to rail against evil, nor to lament 
injustice. To illuminate evil not only dispels its darkness, but loosens its grip. Neither David nor Job withheld their 
complaints from high heaven—or from believers through the ages. 

We here at Redeemer are too often guilty of living in the “bubble”—we do not let the dirt in, and if we do, it’s 
only allowed in small doses. The nightly news is disheartening. We will find no comfort in it. But that is the point. 
We are not to find our comfort in the news, nor are we, perhaps, to find our comfort in art. True comfort can only 
come from Christ. And why do we need to be comforted in the first place? Because sin has made us uncomfortable. 
We cannot ignore the sin in hopes that it will go away. One day it will be shouted from the rooftops! There are certain 
works of art (and by art I refer to things painstakingly written, drawn, painted, sculpted, etc.—the list could go on and 
on) that should validly draw our attention to things “sublime.” There is a time for art that “comforts.” There may 
even be a time for kitsch (so says the great authority on kitsch, Betty Spackman, who used to head the Art Department 
at Redeemer), kitsch that denies the “shitty” parts of existence on this broken and fallen planet earth; kitsch that 
sanitizes, that rose-washes the landscape—or whitewashes tombs and presents puffy-faced cherubs to put on your 
mantel instead of Ezekiel’s terrifying vision of many-headed, multi-eyed living creatures who appear in storm and fire 
(or Eden’s cherubim with swords of flame), yes there is even a time for this (though only in small doses if one hopes to 
stay whole). If art does not tell the truth, if it doesn’t include in some measure the shit of life, it is kitsch. And yet, 
should art not elevate us? At times it should. At other times, though, I believe it should de-press us; it should knead 
our hearts with sorrow, with frustrations, with a painful sense of injustice, to make them soft again, to help us desire 
the Mercy and Judgment of Christ more than ever. 

Some of the pieces in this issue are difficult. They will stretch—sometimes to the point of discomfort, even 
pain —the protective cocoons we surround ourselves with as Christians. There are pieces in this issue of The Minstrel 
that will probably make some people upset. That upset-ness is valid. Some dirt in the world around us will make 
some people upset. That is okay. But it is important to share why something —some image conjured—makes you 
upset, angry, disgusted. It could very well be that that response is precisely what the author was hoping for. Because 
when an artist speaks the truth about sin, a sinful situation, a sinful action, a sinful life in their art, it should make the 
believer upset. Sin should shock us—and shock us into action. Too often in our Hollywood-ized, computerized, sin- 
saturated society, it doesn’t. There are great injustices being done on this earth, overseas and in our backyards. We 
need to empathize with those who are suffering; we must care for the foreigners and widows within our gates. Art 
helps us to hear them. Art gives the voiceless a voice. Art helps us to feel another’s need and hopefully Christian art 
should spur us into action to meet those needs. We need to feel the pain of the Other, to internalize the pain and feel 
with Christ the brokenness (the lack) in our fallen world, and in so doing, love the world. We must together love the 
broken world into wholeness. 

Art cannot happen in a vacuum. It needs community to engage it (and to engage with). We are called to 
dialogue with each other and to engage the world around us in dialogue also. I would like to continue the dialogue 
with The Minstrel’s readers beyond the first week of its release. In the Spring 2007 issue we are allotting a space for 
reader’s responses to the pieces in this issue. So, dialogue with the work in this magazine. Let it affect you. Let it 
challenge you. Let it change you. And then say something back. You can send your comments and concerns through 
ICM to The Minstrel, or by email to Minstrel.Submit@gmail.com. 

Art speaks in a language that goes beyond the one-to-one correspondences of spoken language, or the 
language of logic. It speaks in a language beyond words. Images, whether written or painted or photographed, 
conjure feelings, deeper understandings, deeper curiosity. Good art may make you cry. It may make you laugh until 
your sides hurt. It may even enrage you. It should make you think, imagine, wonder. Good Christian art should help 
you find Grace in the most unlikely places. Good Christian art should make you take a stand against the dark. 


Speak up for those who cannot speak for themselves, for the rights of all who are destitute. Speak up and judge fairly; defend the 
rights of the poor and needy. (Proverbs 31:8-9) 
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[ Jamie Sabot ] 


Look at Me 


Close your eyes that I may 

glue them shut with my fingertips 

To blind you from my blood 

as Iam blind to yours 

Listen to my voice 

Let me speak for the first time 

as a woman 

and you a man 

Allow me to become 

a life size model of your childhood dream 
breathing under your hands 

as you feel your way into sight 

Let us play like we used to play 

Let us laugh like we used to laugh 
Before age clawed into our skin 

and demanded of us rationality 

Then perhaps your blindness will keep 
me from fading into familiarity 

and I will stop being afraid 

But until then, my love will lie in secret 
within the tip of each of my fingers 


and I will wait 
until you can tell me the reason 


why we ever should have met at all. [ art by Jenni Lynn 
Nanninga | 
[ Steph Elgersma ] 


But the greatest-of these is. 


Leave me alone so I won't try to 
Open my body to your claws as you 
Vie for my affection and 

Eat my senses into overdrive. 


[ Steph Elgersma ] 


[ art by Seth Veenstra | 
KING SAUL 


“20 minutes, Saul. You promised,” she says from the other room. A weak cry follows and then her 
weary voice again, “Hush now, hush... daddy’s going any minute. Belly’ll be all swollen soon, then sleep, 
sleep.” 

Eighty push-ups. Not too bad. Saul rises to his feet and faces the mirror. Only the table lamp is on 
because he looks more chiseled that way. He brings his wiry, bronze arms in toward his chest, admiring the 
oily sheen of sweat that drips from his body. Bites his lip. Clenches his fists, then holds his hands loose by 
his side. He needs to be loose tonight. The fists are for some other time. 

Her shadow falls into the room, but she won’t come in, just like he won't go into the bedroom. Not 
anymore. Her neck is stained with old bruises, violet; auber-jeeen she once told a chipped mirror, hoping the 
delicate word would soothe her swollen lips. She clings to the words she used to read on boutique signs 
uptown. Some days the words have more power to soothe than others. 

“She’s already an hour late feeding.” 

But he isn’t listening. He needs his shirt. Just so, a long, sinewy arm penetrates the entrance. A finger 
points. He follows it to where his shirt is hanging neatly over a mismatched dining room chair. He walks 
over and surveys it. The salmon coloured button-up, looks near silk. Clean and crisply ironed. Collar 
starched. Looks as new as the night she bought it to celebrate his promotion at the factory; that was less 
than a year ago. He still keeps his shirts pressed, his shoes polished. Every Thursday he pins the weekly 
want ads to the fridge, a handful of futures marked out in shaky half circles. Every morning after he gets 
home, he folds his smoke-stained slacks along their pleats, thinking the next day he'll set things right. 

Her shadow sways as if it might say something else, but nothing. It wavers and retreats. Keys, keys. 
He scans the room, pausing at the mirror to take in his image, the stretch of the synthetic fabric across his 
chest. Sweat seeps from under each arm. Think cool. These are the dog days of August. The whole East Side 


smells like fish and sewage. He knows from experience things are only going to get sweatier. His jaw is 
beginning to ache. Keys. He sees them atop the television set, a green-tinted image trapped in a dusty, 
nineteen inch screen. He stops and, rubbing his dry, dilating eyes, blinks the picture into focus. 

The Gordon Cherry show is on. A large, pixilated woman wearing a floral printed drape of a dress 
sits painfully in the only chair on the stage. The set is dreary gray. A giant cherry bomb with a fizzling wick 
is spray painted in clumsy curves at the back center of the set wall. The audience cheers and hollers on cue, 
chanting the host’s name in a terrible, drunken fervor. The woman is leaning forward, her body massive in 
her austere steel seat, chest heaving, gasping for open space. 

“So, Shandee,” Cherry says, “you have something you want to say your daughter-” 

“Yes sir, I do, but first I have something I want to say to you and your heathen audience.” 

With that the woman in the grey-green world pops like set jell-o from the mold of her seat, landing 
on one knee and in the same instant produces a vial of water from the folds of her being. The motion is so 
fluid and practiced that for a just moment the audience falls silent, entranced. 

“Oh Lord, Saviour, Son of God” she intones, her tongue heavy arfeRQ@iblange <cngeebmabinnteetemsart 
den of sin and inequity, seduction and misery, and call upon you to clea (eemtateesrelel ey AY Fam @xerve fen] Cherry 
and his audience—“ The audience whoops, reinvigorated upon 
hearing its name—“Oh Lord, have mercy on those who ask for your 
mercy and wreak justice upon the unjust. In the name of the Lord I 
cleanse thee, Mr. Gordon Cherry,” she groans, eyes half shut, dipping 
two chubby fingers into the vial and flicking the water toward her 
baffled host. Cherry’s face wears the tired, confused, yet innocent 
expression that has won over housewife and prostitute alike over the 
last dozen years. A droplet of water hits his cheek. He closes his eyes, 
suppresses a chuckle with studied amiability. The audience roars. “In 
the name of the Lord I cleanse all you sinners in the audience today 


who worship at the altar of sex!” The crowd goes ballistic, lowing like 
cattle, braying like wild horses caught in a barn on fire. 

“Hey, hey!” a stumpy man calls out from beneath the wave of 
catcalls, momentarily quelling the tumult. “I was wondering, would 
you anoint me?” —The crowd falls silent—“Would you splash some 
of that holy water on me so I could spank my girl harder? So I 
could” —he can barely rise above the swell of the revived mass, “so I 
could ritiide my girl longer?” The static of overwhelmed microphones clusters the television’s fuzzy 
speakers as the woman hurls her open vial into the crowd; a ghostly hiss dampens the electric air about ~ 
Saul’s head. But he’s not listening. He can’t hear the ghost. The grinding of his teeth, the irritated scabs on - 
his arms, won't let him. Without thinking, he wipes a new, line of sweat from his cheek, and for a moment 
he sees his daughter’s sleepless eyes open wide; he sees the refrigerator in the kitchen and a handful of ink- 
smeared futures marked out in broken red circles. But the keys are already in his pocket. He flexes to ease 
the pain behind his starved stomach, shields his thoughts from a baby’s cry, a mother’s heavy quietude, 
submits to the throbbing rhythm of his body on his way to find another tonight. 


[ Michael Doyle ] 


[ photographic art by 
Jamie Sabot ] 


The Stone 


I am pretty sure that I was sitting in a classroom, 

but I don’t really remember. My mind was far away, 
in an elevated place (or maybe a lowered place) 

— it depends on how you look at it. 


I was thinking about a stone 
and the years it takes to be shaped into what it is: 
partly rough; partly smooth; solid. 


A stone: gray, lackluster, small. 

Getting kicked and thrown. 

Discarded. 

I think about this stone not wanting to be broken 
_ because the only way for a stone to break 


is to shatter. 


_ That's right. I was in an English class — F eminist theory, I think. 


[ Natalie Armstrong |] 


Child 
curious, energetic 
playful, noisy, running 
eyes, ears, mouth, hands 
cooking, working, talking 
busy, angry 
Mother 


[ Erma Luis ] 


A song of ascents. 


Our cheeks were pale; we stared, our bright eyes gleamed; 
but Dad’s face tore when they repealed the law. 
He felt that he was in a waking dream. 


He longed to go but, aged, he wisely deemed 
himself unfit to leave. We left, we saw 
his cheeks were pale. He stared; our bright eyes gleamed. 


The desert glared; my wife’s eyes, cast-down, dimmed 
with what we missed —and I cried, clenched my jaw, 
and felt that I was in a waking dream. 


At last, the waste-land faded. Jordan Stream | 
we crossed; the road went up. Our feet were raw, 
our cheeks were pale; we stared, our bright eyes gleamed. 


The hills were honey-combs, the dew was cream! 

By Zion's gold-fringed trees we strode in awe. 

Our cheeks were pale; we stared, our bright eyes gleamed; 
we felt that we were in a waking dream. 


[ Tim van Alstyne ] 


") ight 


tor you. created 


_ Pebms. \34' \2-\4 


Palabras Que No Sabernos (Words That We Don’t Know) 


gol usted podria, lo haria? 
gol usted tuviera otra oportunidad lo haria? 
201i se la diera, usted la tomaria? 


Yes. 

You would because I would. 

Y sé que usted es como mi. 

Y usted dijo que soy como usted. 


Usted dice que puede ver, 

viendo cada paso en nuestro futuro. 
Pero quisiera que usted me dijera, 
compartir sus secretos conmigo. 


And it’s like we speak two different languages 
only understanding pieces of each one. 


Y entonces recuerdo las promesas, 
las esperanzas, y tengo fe de nuevo 
y estoy contenta no solo, 

sino relevado también. 


My hesitation has been lifted, 
blown away in the wind. 
Ithas drifted sofar 

I can no longer see it. 


Y tus ojos encuentran mis ojos. 
Conversamos como vernas en el futuro 


y palabras que no sabemos 


no longer matter at all. 


[ Natalie Armstrong ] 


At the Market 
Cracked hands at the stalls 
Oozing perfumes of garlic 


Here at the Market. 


[ Annie Ling ] 


I called your name 


I called your name 
Mais neguem ouviu 
I looked for you 
Mais nao encontro 


I was lost 

Mais tu acaste 

I was afraid 

Mais tu diste um abracao 


I cried 

Tu limpaster as minha’s lagrimas 
I looked for comfort 

Tu diste a tua mao 


Tread your word 
Mais nao tinha confinca 


I sat still 

E eu ouvi 

~ [looked up 
E eu vi 


It was dark 

Mais eu via lua 

I was alone 

Mais nao tinho meido 


Isaw your hand 
E eu agarro 

I smiled 

E tu tabem 


[Erma Luis] 


[ Annie Ling |] 


[ Jenni Lynn 
Nanninga | 


Operation: Freedom Fire 
a sonnet 


In times like these, of pain, the people pray; 

when wars abound, guns resound, young men die. 
Grenade to gut, black blood in mind, but I 

live far away. I do not, cannot, say 

I know their pain. Though blood, thick blue and red 
flows in tight veins, my veins, and kindles flame 
of anger—for the lost? Not truly. Fred, 
Mohammed, Tristan, Dave all nice boys’ names. 
Here, safe on shore, I’m sounding words to wake 

a mind or heart; ignite a bomb to raze 

and burn the false: the sentiments that chase 

away the pang of conscience —screaming craze 

for “Justice,” Pride. Above it, poets cry: 

The cause is lost! Democracy, a LIE. 


[| Amyann Faul Groen | 


tk | 


PATHAR™ ORGIVE 


[ Annie Ling ] 


[ Ashley Rattner ] 


[ Jillian Hermansen | 


[ Ashley Rattner | 


[ Ashley Rattner | 


| Annie Ling ] 


Yielding Lanes 


The light turns green, but Adam's foot is still resting on the brakes. 
The time reads 7:45 am. The morning sun is shy today. It hides behind grey clouds and no one can see the sky. No one 
notices, 


smoke and exhaust creep and curl along the parkway but the 
vehicles remain unmoved. Stopping and going, stopping and going — 
the flow is consistent but mundane, and no one is able to escape. One 
man driving a truck pounds his hand on the wheel as he mutters to 
| himself, and pulls off his hat only to throw it in vain against the 
dashboard. He hides his eyes by wearing shades; he lights up a 
cigarette, There is not much anyone can do now except just wait and 
watch, Transports and convertibles, buses and compact cars alike—all 
are stuck in the miserable rut of long weekend traffic. 

Adam looks over his left at the petite girl in the backseat of 
the truck, whispering to her doll and playing with its knotty blonde 
locks (though funny he should notice; at times such as this, most 
people find themselves spying on their neighbors, whereas on good 
days, one would be completely indifferent to who was doing what). 
The girl pulls back the pieces of hair falling in front of her eyes, 
blocking them, just in time to catch a strange man staring back. She 
cracks a wide grin as she holds her doll so that it slyly waves to the 
strange man, staring back at her and the strange lady sitting beside 
him. 

Adam had only once been on time for anything in his young 
lite. When he had finally stirred up enough courage one day to ask 
the love of his life to marry him, for better or for worse, he vowed that 
| he would give her everything and anything he could, just to make her 
happy. As long as he had known her, she had always been a simple girl. She never asked him for anything he couldn't 
give her. Their mutual friends would always say they were night and day, but like two pieces of a jigsaw, they would 
somehow prove to everyone that they were meant to fit. And whenever Holly was asked about the exquisite diamond 
solitaire on her left hand, she would gladly answer all the questions: “Yes, I was a bit surprised. I think maybe I'd like 
to have it in the spring. No, I don’t think we're too young to get married.” 

The half-husky in the car ahead of them presses its nose against the back window and leaves a slimy smudge 
mark where its nostrils had been breathing. Its tongue hangs limp and its eyes, longing for freedom, making a plea for 
pity as it relapses into the confines of the back seat, desperate and undetermined to stick it through the long haul. 
Adam can see it howling but he cannot hear its cries. In the midst of all the confusion and mayhem, Adam is numb 
and he cannot move. 

The old man behind him lays on the horn and Adam, startled by the screech, finally catches on to inch his car 
forward. He can hear the sirens scream from far away. Anything that can go wrong will go wrong, he remembers 
Charlie saying to him one time they went fishing for trout at the Fraser. Most of the time they would sit silently with 
their line and cast submerged and focus intensely on their mission and fantasize about the catch of a lifetime, or at least 
hope not to leave empty-handed. On many occasions, they would have great stories to share and try to recall all the 
crazy memories they had accumulated together through college. Charlie and Adam have been close friends ever since, 
and they have been through a great deal together. Charlie used to tease Adam about Holly, saying how Adam already 
had the catch of a lifetime with her and he should at least let his ol’ friend Charlie have the rest of the luck with the 
fishes. Charlie always thought of her as a fine woman, and gave his approval when Adam had shared his interest to 
marry her and had asked him to be his best man. All had seemed to go perfectly smoothly for them, They were on 
their way to a great start, even though they didn’t have too much after college and after paying off their loans let alone 
after the whole wedding bit. He was determined that he would provide for them and give her the future she had 


always dreamed of. She was a simple girl. Her wishes were simple, and so he thought he would be able to meet or 
even exceed them —not only to prove his love for her but also subconsciously, he wanted to prove himself worthy. 

She sits quiet and still, unbothered by the noises outside or the sirens approaching. Raindrops trickle through 
the crack of her window and sluggishly she rolls her window up and retreats her hands into her sweater. Just before 
the glass reaches the top, a sharp breeze sneaks in and sends a chill down Adam’s neck. He hesitates to ask her how 
she feels, but instead, he just cranks the heater up. He wonders if he should place his hand on hers but he does not; 
maybe she’s not ready yet, he thought. Instead, he wraps his fingers more tightly around the steering wheel, stares 
blankly ahead as he feels helplessly trapped by the silence. She sighs. 

Burnaby 15km. She has been staring absently at signs since they packed the car to go to Susan’s place for the 
weekend. Susan and Charlie had insisted they spend Thanksgiving with them, and not alone. She stares out her 
window; she doesn’t even remember where she is going. 

She could always rely on Susan—whether it was helping her find dresses big enough to fit her swollen belly or 
visit when she was bored and alone at home when Adam had to stay late at the office. When Holly got pregnant, he 
would try to be home as much as possible but, work always got in the way somehow and he would end up breaking 
his promises. He did however manage to save up enough shortly after school for a two-bedroom townhouse, perfect 
for two, but just ideal for a small family. Everyone was generous enough to give their time to help them out. For 
weeks, they stripped wallpaper and repainted and fixed old pipes and moved in furniture. Everything would be ready 
in anticipation for the new addition to their family of two. 

He fiddles around with the radio stations and a beautiful and familiar classical piece by Vivaldi comes through 
the speakers. He remembers her passion for music and how she loves to play the cello and move along with the 
movement of the strings. She would turn up the radio at home and hum along while she held her belly. She had 
already been talking to her belly since the tests came back positive. He would always tease her in the beginning for 
talking to herself when no one else was in the room, but she was eager and she had a lot of love to give. 

The melody stirs the same effect in Holly, and in response, she shrugs her shoulders slightly and closes her 
eyes. The music takes on a sorrowful tone, and tears form at the corners of her eyes. He notices and quickly shuts the 
radio off. Adam scolds himself for his ignorance. He had forgotten how every thing that once brought her joy is 
enmeshed with painful memories that had once and now once again put their marriage to the test. | 

“T’m sorry.” 

She opens her eyes and in the side-view mirror of the car, she holds a glimpse of the tiny car seat behind her, 
empty. It is one among a few other items their family and friends have given them for the shower they had thrown for 
Holly. They would not need it anymore. 

He had never wanted it to be this way. It seemed like not too long ago they were discussing what to do with 
their future, painting a wonderful picture where everything would fall into place. A few weeks have passed since she 
was sent to the hospital because the sharp pains were too much for her to bear. He was there. He made sure he was 
there for her as he had promised himself he would not miss that special moment for the world. The moment they were 
waiting for never came for them. She had miscarried, and for the first time, and they felt like they had failed each 
other. He suffers as she suffers but she does not let him console her; this tithe, he does not know how to. She lost a 
piece of herself that day when the baby never came. | | | 

It will be a while before the traffic clears. Everyone is anxious to be with loved ones; and to escape for a few 
days. In the rearview mirror, Adam sees the old couple, peaceful and undisturbed by the congestion. He has been 
watching them for a while. They sit and wait patiently, unmoved by the density of traffic. Something strikes his 
attention; he wonders why he had not noticed before. The lady beside the old man is holding a used old map, and she 
seems to be navigating the direction in which they should go. Not being able to let this go, Adam finally pulls his 
fingers away from the wheel. He reaches over for his wife, and he gently places his right hand on top of her left and 
squeezes it tightly. 

“We're stuck for awhile,” he tells her, “but we'll make it through.” 


[ Annie Ling ] 


[ photographic art by 
Jamie Sabot | 


What would you be? 


If you were a car, 
A part of a car, 
What part of a car would you be? 


An engine that strokes, 

A choke that chokes, 

A radio that jokes, 

Or a meter that floats? 

What part of a car would you be? 


A pedal for speeding, 

An air brake for bleeding, 

A compass for leading, 

Or a light for reading? 

What part of a car would you be? 


A tire that pops, 

A gear that stops, 

A door that flops, 

Or a wiper that chops? 

What part of a car would you be? 


A player for relaxing, 

_ Achrome finish for waxing, 

- A license for taxing, - 

Or a car phone for faxing? 

What part of a car would you be? 


If you were a car, 
A part of a car, 
You'd be a dipstick. 


[ Peter Frieswick ] 


wintersleep 


Sunday afternoon and I feel the giant is waking from her wintersleep. 
I peel off layers—scarves, mitts, and toques—while walking ankle deep 
in real mud: not brown slush or frozen dirt; bona fide sludge. 


I can't help running my hands over the rough texture of her ribs, my feet 
sinking into her soft belly, my eyes tracing her humped back as I climb steep 
jumbles of fallen rock, half-hidden by autumn’s rotted leftovers. 


I stand there, digging my fingers into the mud-caked ridges of her skin; 
then, after printing my palm in the nook before her finger’s tip, I begin 
peeling off layers of bulbing moss and muck mixed with pebbles. 


Oh! perhaps it’s not the nook of her finger; I could be pulling off cataracts, 
reptilian scales that obscure her sight, brunting the sun’s glorious attack, 
only realizing now that maybe it’s time she got up. 


[ Seth Veenstra ] 


mysterious ways 


When it happened I was sitting at the kitchen 
table 

nursing a warm mug of milk and honey. 

I heard the sound of leaves brushing 

against an open window, the slight moan 

of the house inhaling the night air. 


I felt a premonition: a vague sense of presence, 
like movement that stays in your periphery 

or a mosquito that creeps along your collar. 

I tip-toed down our short hall lamp in hand, 
thinking I might catch a glimpse of him, 
knowing all ghosts are shy. 


When I touched the door I felt for a moment 
the reassuring calm only a mother knows 
when she hears her son breathe long and deep, 
wrapped tight in blankets and comforters, 

the gentle moon licking his brow. 


But he wasn’t there: only trophies, medals 
and curled posters lay strewn across his bed. 
He wasn’t there; instead the shadow 

of a hunched figure fell over his desk, 

the window still open a crack. 


I think I became hysterical then. 
I only saw shadows. 


I remember lifting my son’s hockey stick, 
bringing it down again and again. 

I remember the sweet cacophony 

of shattered glass and the uneven 
rhythm of the man’s feet 

pounding the gravel outside, 

running away. 


An hour and a half later I heard your gentle tap 
on the front door; I decided such a delicate 
touch 

could only belong to a benevolent creature. 
You just about collapsed in my arms, 

your arms hanging limp at your sides. 


I laid you down on the kitchen floor, 

dried blood smeared black over your shirt, 
your jeans ripped, covered in white dust, 

the cut above your eye still bleeding profusely; 
the only thing that could keep the cut 

together was a piece of electric tape. 


The hardest and most tedious part was pulling 
the slivers of glass out of your back; 

and the floor was covered in feathers, 

your left wing all battered and broken; 

I didn’t know how to set it; tell me, 

do you think you'll ever fly again? 


Just for looks? Well, you'll be a sight 
for sore eyes the next week or two 
—why you didn’t use any thunder 
and lightning is beyond me! 

Well, yes that’s true: 

Sometimes it’s better. 

not to fight back. 


It was the oddest thing taking care of you: 

like treating your cuts and scrapes 

and soothing your bumps and bruises 

was as much comfort to me as to you. 

I haven't slept that sound in months. 

Yes, you're right: God does move 

in mysterious ways. 

| [ Seth 

Veenstra | 


Green Door 


Sammy is fumbling down the corridor of his father’s two story house. The doors blur as the toe of his sock is 
caught on a protruding nail. His slim frame tilts towards the wood planks, but his arm jerks out, breaking the fall. The 
sock is released and he is up and running again. He searches frantically for a place to hide. He can smell the breath of 
his father as he staggers up the stairs shouting his name. Sammy’s stomach lurches like the turbulent waves of a 
violent storm as he darts behind his bedroom door. The room is dark and the curtains are still broken from his father’s 
last episode. Past the window, the light of the stars produce barely enough light for Sammy to see the shadow of his 
father entering his room. Sammy leans deeper into the corner. He can hear his heart racing wildly as his father comes 
far into the room. His round hairy arm comes into view. Sammy winces. The arm reaches around the door and before 
Sammy can react, his father has a firm grip on Sammy’s shoulder. The pain in his shoulder is severe, but he knows 
that to cry out in pain will only make it worse. The hand comes down and lands hard against Sammy’s small frame 
sending him crashing to the floor. He scrambles to his feet, but before he can catch his balance he is struck across the 
head and the room turns completely black. 

The sun intrudes; it illuminates the room revealing what the darkness once hid. Speckled across the walls are 
hundreds of tiny brown footballs. The light travels down the bed posts and comes to rest on the empty pillow. There 
on the floor lies the body of a nine-year-old child prodigy. He dreams of being the next Bobby Fisher. Sammy begins 
to stir. He wakes with a pounding headache and he cannot remember where he is. The light hurts his eyes and he 
goes to cover them with his right hand, but draws it back quickly in pain. His shoulder feels like it is on fire. 

Suddenly last night comes rushing back to him. His mind is spinning; what day is it? Beyond the window he can hear 
the horn of the school bus. He scrambles to get his stuff together. He softly passes the room where his dad is sprawled 
out on the bed breathing heavily and reaches the door just in time to wave to the school bus driver to let him know 
that he is coming. 

Later that day, Sammy arrives home from school and heads for the garage. The garage is his domain; his 
father rarely enters the garage. He shuts the green door behind him and his body collapses in relief. He sinks into a 
sitting position against the door and allows for his body to cool against the rough stone floor. His eyes close, and he is 
just about to drift into a light slumber when his body is snapped back to attention as he feels a shadow pass over his 
face. His nostrils are filled with a putrid smell, but he knows that garbage day was on Monday. He opens his eyes and 
is alarmed to see two chocolate brown eyes staring back at him. With a jolt of surprise, Sammy suddenly realizes that 
the chocolate brown eyes belong to a man. The man shifts his body weight and raises his finger to his lips. Sammy 
just stares. The man saunters back to the table where he has a chess board set up. He motions for Sammy to come join 
him. Sammy slowly makes his way over to the table and takes a seat across from the man. The man begins the game 
by moving the white Queen’s pawn forward. He doesn’t talk much, but Sammy doesn’t mind—he is just happy for 
the company. Sammy becomes thoroughly engrossed in the game. With every move that Sammy conquers he 
becomes more confident and forgets that a stranger is sitting across the table. The stranger is a man of large stature, 
who wears a trench coat that is three sizes too big. It is soiled to the point that its original colour cannot be discerned. 
On his right wrists a loosely fitting watch. His jet black hair is permanently stuck in a chaotic mess of curls. He is 
~ unshaven and leaves his left hand in his coat pocket. any recognizes that he is homeless person, but he doés not 
care. He continues to play. 

sammy looks forward to these daily chess rendezvous with the homeless man, whose name he has learned is 
Charley. They spend hours in the garage together, playing chess. These games are their moments of peace. They have 
their own language in the raising of the chess pieces and slamming them into place. Charley makes playing chess fun. 
The first day he met Charley he pulled an old tin of tobacco out of his pocket. That is the prize that sammy is playing 
for. If he can win the tournament the two of them have started he can keep the tin of tobacco. Each game Charley 
encourages Sammy to kill each opponent with skill and determination. He teaches him the value of sacrificing one 
player in order that another might live to see victory. The longer they play the more Sammy’s skills develop. 

Lately, Sammy has been able to avoid his father’s fits of rage by running to the garage and spending the night 
next to Charley. Sammy can hear his father looking for him. His body can feel his father’s outrage when he cannot 
find him. The sounds of smashing glass and splintered wood reach his ears. Charley puts his arm around him and 
assures him it shall pass. During these episodes Charley always brings it back to chess. He gingerly pulls out the 
pocket size board and slowly begins to set up the pieces. He motions for Sammy to take a seat and they begin to play. 


For the first time Sammy notices the cracked lines running down Charley’s face. He doesn’t remember 
Charley looking so old. Today he seems more tired than usual so Sammy sets up the chess board. Sammy cannot 
believe it when Charley refuses to play a game of chess with him. He apologizes and tells Sammy that he is not up to 
playing a game of chess and that he needs some time alone. Sammy leaves the garage confused and makes his way to 
the front door. He dreads entering the house at such an early hour. He finds his dad sitting in front of the TV with a 
beer in his hand. He tries to make it past the entrance of the living room without his father seeing him, but his father’s 
voice draws him into the living room. His father is ina good mood today for his allows Sammy to sit beside him and 
watch the news. He waits until his father falls asleep before he slips off the couch and up to his room. 

Sammy is jarred awake by someone shaking him. His mind is groggy and it takes him a minute or two before 
he realizes that his father has both of his arms and is shaking him. A small scream escapes his lips and his father drops 
him. He has half a second to respond and he darts through his father’s legs and out into the yard. He rushes for the 
green door and shoves it open. There Charley is waiting for him. Sammy throws his body into the arms of one who 
loves him. 

Sammy’s obnoxious father thunders through the open door. There in the doorway is a ghost of a man. He 
leans heavily on the doorframe and coughs into his red hanky. He is enraged when he sees his son in the arms of a 
strange man. He reaches for the rifle that is hanging on the wall. He raises the gun and points it at Charley. Sammy 
rushes towards his father. He grabs his father’s arm and tries to lead him out of the garage. His father jerks his arm 
away and pushes Sammy outside the green door and bolts the door shut. Sammy bangs on the door screaming for his 
father to let him back in. 

“Don’t hurt him dad. He didn’t mean any harm.” Sammy sobs from outside the green door. Sammy can hear 
his dad’s voice talking to the homeless man, but he cannot make out the words. 

“So you like to play with little boys, eh?” Sammy’s father says to the homeless man. “You think that you can 
play with my son do you? I'll teach you to go after little boys...” 

Sammy runs around the side of the garage to where there is a window. He reaches the window in just enough 
time to see his dad squeeze the trigger and watch the bullet pierce Charley’s body. The bullet throws his body 
backwards and he lands on the chess board and all of the pieces are scrambled on the floor. There his body lies 
amongst the strewn queens, bishops, and pawns. 

Sammy is left shivering outside the garage window. It does not take long for the police to arrive. They 
dispose of the body before Officer Kyle notices that Sammy is huddled in a ball under the window. He walks over to 
Sammy and rests his hand on the boy’s shoulder. 

“Son, [need you to come with me now. Everything is going to be okay. Your father has been taken custody,” 
Officer Kyle says. 

Sammy climbs into the back of the officer’s patrol car, but before the officer closes the door he asks, “Sir, can I 
see Charley one more time? I never got to say goodbye to him.” 

Against his better judgment the officer takes pity on the boy and drives him to the morgue. The officer takes 
him outside the viewing window and then leaves the boy alone. Sammy moves closer until his body presses up 
against the glass. Finally, Sammy speaks in a hushed tone to Charley, “Did you fear him?” 


[ Amy Hughes ] 


[ art by Jillian Hermansen | 


Good Morning 


Men in suits and jogging sweats line up the streets, 
brooding with noise, in a morning like this, 

They wait for a hot and steaming cup of coffee. 

Tall black, plain black, dollar fifty please. 

I watch city cars stop and city people go 

to and fro until a little girl with her pa points and cries, 
Is That Man sleeping there? 

I turn and fix my eyes on the twisted bundle of rags 
Only for a moment: Should I do something? 

Poor soul, I wonder if I know this man, 

Poor fellow, is he ever going to wake? 


I say Good Morning, the mortal remains still. 
Again I say Good Morning, and I hear nothing, 
not even an echo of my own voice. 

That hideous frame, a castaway, 

Wretched creature, man without a face 

In all his greasy glory, his hygiene is a disgrace. 
Lying on a bed of paper, last week’s news 

like a sack of onions, layers wrapped upon layers 
Reek of decay, but softly covered by a fresh skin 
of midnight and morning frost and flake. 

By the way passers-by stop to flinch, 

I could swear this traveler is as good as dead 
but then again I dare not touch him. 

I’ve got nothing to do with That Man. 

He begs no longer but my sense 

are numbed by the uselessness of my body. 


Not in a dark alleyway, but exposed on the sidewalk, 

He is unveiled by the rising sun that shinesits rays 

on That Man, neatly bundled and wrapped; I cannot see his face 
like a bear in a cave, engulfed by darkness, 

like a stiff child in a womb, smothered with helpless stares... 
still everything is speeding past fast, green and then red. 
Everyone's going, even Time hesitates and only few stop. 


Too busy with climbing up stairs in life; 
To the top of the food chain, we must go. 


I wait cringing; no one is listening when I say 

Somebody get That Man some help! 

My plea gets drowned out by lifeless puddles around my feet. 
I don’t see my face in them, but distracted by my aches inside, 
As if Iran on empty for a thousand days 

I bask in the perfume of ash and cigarettes. 

Acquainted with the charming smell of street meat 

My mouth waters for a taste. 

The flavor flirting with my lips, teasing me 

But I don’t taste a damn thing. 


I cry again, Somebody get that man some help 

but I cannot hear the high-pitched scream, 

or the low droning of the day when all of a sudden 

I can sense Death approaching 

to take That Man away. 

Won't anyone stop to feel his limbs, frozen, limp 

and left ignored for ages like preserves, Oh I feel sick now. 
I’ve got nothing to do with That Man, I stammer helplessly. 
He’ll be better off in Heaven, or wherever 

I say, Really it’s his fault. 

He should’ve begged harder for attention, 

Now that he’s got it, it’s too late. 

Poor soul hunched and balled like a feeble child 

and I didn’t do a thing to save him, 

Because I couldn't do a thing, I —— stared 

and I stared at-That Man. : 

The rags, blue and erey, match his skin... cold. 


But I stopped feeling anything 

When Death stopped to seize That Man. 

I couldn't feel a thing, and then I realized 

That Man is never going to wake, and to my horror, I realized 
I recognized his familiar face. 

That body is but an empty body, 

And this poor soul screaming is me. 


[ Annie Ling ] 
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[ Annie Ling ] 


Black and White 


His world was white. A white world with moving picture shows. He had made a white world for himself to 
cover up the black. This place was black and cold. He couldn't paint this place white. Cold steel surrounded them 
and reflected their living visages. Fluorescent lights buzzed in their ears, like obnoxious flies around a carcass. 

In this place the only white was the white of the frock on the tall man in front of him. The man in the white 
frock was opening a steel door in the black wall. And then he was tugging at a rollout shelf with a large black bag on 
its steel face. 


"Is this him?" 

The mangled swollen face was almost unrecognizable. The hair was long, greasy, matted in strands. 

"I... don't know." 

"Take a longer look. Maybe seeing the rest of his body would help?" The white frock man peeled back the 
black casing, unzipping it below the dead man's knees. 

There was a fuzzy cherry birthmark on his right knee. The birthmark looked like that when they were young, 
like a whore's kiss. 


"Mom! Christopher bit me!" 

"Christopher Clarence Samson! Come here this instant! Here, Sammy, let me see it." Her big red-tipped 
hands opened the latch of the white tin aid kit. Sammy Samson was staring at the blood red cross. Christopher, eyes 
big and tear-stained, hands covered with mud, came into the kitchen. 

"Mom, Sam was male fun of my birthmark again. He said it looked like a lipstick kiss. Said I'd been with a 
whore last night." - 3 

"That's enough. Don't ever use e that rena in front of your ‘mother again." 

_ "So I just told him I'd give him one to match." | 

"Boys...please boys. I've asked you time and time again. We've only got each Sie: here. In this life, family is 
all you've got." 


"Yeah, I guess that's him." 

"This is the body of Christopher Clarence Samson?" 

"Yes, it's him." 

"And your name is also Christopher Samson?" 

I changed my name. It was Samuel when we were kids." It was the first time in a long time he had spoken his 
first name. It wasn't enough to shake him out of his half-conscious state. "How did this happen? Actually I don't need 
to know." 

"I can tell you. He is your only brother, after all." 

"Was. He was my only brother. But that was years ago, really. I haven't known him for a long time." 


"Christopher Samson was beaten to death in a brawl. He was found beside the garbage bin of the Main Street 
Swiss Chalet. The police believe it was a fight over the dinner scraps. 

"Do they know who killed him?" 

“Another homeless man. Weird thing was, it was one of his friends. Hunger will do that toa person maybe. 
And in the streets, the rules are different. They miss him at the shelter, I hear. Apparently he was quite a guy, quite a 
storyteller. Spoke of his brother quite a bit. Here, the coroner found this tucked in his sock." The white frock man 
placed a cold round object in the living Chris' hand. It was smooth. It was a stone. 

“Sammy, I've got something to show ya." 

"Oh, yeah? Like what?" 

"Follow me." 

At the back of the communal yard was a dirt pile covered with leaves. Christopher went to the back of the pile 
and, using a spade hidden under a leaf, dug through a bit of dirt. 

"Look." 

"Whoa. Where did you find these?" They were like gold coins, or rare gems; they were so precious. 

"We had a class trip to the falls today. The stones are washed smooth by the fast current." 

"Could I have one?" 

"You'll have to trade me something." 

"Uh, lemme just check my pockets." He pulled out lint and a gum wrapper. Then found something a little 
more worth saving. "All I got is this paper clip. I swiped it off Ms. Tewson's desk." 

‘Tl take it, but you'll have to give me something else too. Like your ball cap." 

“It's my only one, Chris." 

"I know. But where are you gonna ever find stones like these again?” 

“Lemme just get it." He ran with all his strength through the yard, into the apartment complex, up the six 
flights of stairs, through the door, into the living room... 

There he froze. Someone was moaning in his mother's room. His mom was supposed to be off work today. 
What was going on? 

He crept up to the closed door. Someone was crying. He breathed a sigh of relief. She wasn't working. 

"Mom?" 

"T'm alright, son." 

"Mom, can I come in? Can I see you?" He could hear shuffling and then her distinct steps come to the door. 
She opened it slightly. The whites of her eyes were red. The black pupils were too big in that sunlight, whitewashed 
apartment. They were frightening. "I'm okay, Sammy. You go play with your brother." 

“You look sick, mom." She was a skinny woman by nature. But her small clothes were beginning to hang off 
of her bones. "Do you need a doctor?" 

'T'll be fine, honey. I'm fine." | 

And she collapsed. Sammy laid his body on hers and cried. When Chris came up fifteen minutes later, he 
called the ambulance. pe ow, ts a | ; 7s 

"The doctor says mom will have to stay here for a few days. She'll be okay, she just needs to detoxify and get 
some food." : : 7 7 

“Where are we going to stay?...I'm scared, Chris." 

"There's nothing to fear, Sammy. We're okay." He hugged him then. In the white fluorescent lights of the 
downtown hospital, surrounded by the black fear in the air, Sammy was glad to have his brother. 

Chris Samson walked out of the black underworld of the morgue and into the heat of black streets. He waved 
for a yellow cab. In the blinding sunlight, it looked white. "Bay Street. Trade Centre. Actually, can you take me to 
Central Park?" 

“Sure thing, bucko." 

Chris Samson sat for a moment in silence in the cab. Then he began: "He was a genius. A child prodigy, you 
know? We used to play chess and he'd beat me every time. He whupped my butt in everything we did, really. He 
was a genius.” 


The cab driver glanced at him in the mirror. His eyes spoke of understanding. He knew that type. He'd seen 
the ones in black suits and ties get like that before. "I watched a special on child prodigies once. Tough life for them. 
They've got a mental capacity beyond most adults, and yet most of the time their emotional and social quotients are 
closer to their own age. They see the world differently. They feel things deeply." 

"Chris was a feeler, alright. He felt too much. The world was too much with him; the injustice, the brutality, 
the inhumanity. He hated the social and political systems of the West. He hated how everything is run by big 
businesses, by the rich...by the rich, the greedy who grasp wildly, blindly from the needy..." Chris' voice trailed. "He 
disappeared when my mom died. She was killed by one of her clients. Damn necrophile. Liked to have it with dead 
bodies. Wanted a fresh one, I guess." 

"Here's the park, Buddy. Take care of yourself." 

"Oh, thanks." 

Christopher Samson walked slowly. A vendor was selling red-hot sausages. His stomach rumbled. He hadn't 
eaten anything that day. 

"Red-hot sausage with mayonnaise." 

"Anything to drink?" 

"No, thank you." 

“2.00, Sir,” 

Chris went into his wallet. He had 20 cents. "Damn whore. Spent my last six-hundred in cash last night on 


"Sorry? That'll be $2.60 please." 

"Shit. I'm sorry. I don't have the money. Where are the public chess boards?" 

"Just over there, to your right, under the oaks." 

Christopher Samson sat under the oak trees that afternoon in his black business suit. He sat staring at the 
stone table with the painted black-and-white chessboard on top. He pulled out the polished stone from his designer 
pocket, the polished stone that was found in his dead homeless brother's sock, and placed it in the Queen's square. 


"You never came looking for me." 

“You never asked me to. You abandoned me." 

"I would have wrapped you in my arms and told you there was nothing to fear." 

"I turned out just like them, didn't I? Just like the men that hurt our mother, who made our family what it 
was.” 

"T would have held you." 


"T nate myself, Chris. I hate myself. It's why I changed my name. You were always the —. Sam eemaen 


world, I never forgot, although I denied it. I've denied you. God, did it hurt? Those aunts you suffered? No, I 
don't want to know. Wait, yes, Ido. I want to know. I want to feel. Christ, Chris, I want to feel again. I want to know 
a world beyond black and white." 

"I love you, Sammy. I miss you." 

"I miss you, Chris. You and your damn cherry birthmark an your brains and your ietioi and your 
hugs...and your love. I miss you. I'm sorry. For everything." 


The red sun beat on his back and on the shining leaves of the oak above Samuel Samson that day. The grey 
flies buzzed in the air as the brown birds and red-breasted robins chirped in the green grass seeking yellow seeds for 
their bellies. A wind blew the purple wild flowers at his feet. 

And the warm, salty tears flowed. 

A woman coming home from walking her dog in the park that day told her housemate about a Bay Street 
trader who was talking to himself under the oaks and bawling. "I'm telling you, it gets to them all, that lifestyle. It eats 
away at their souls. They lose themselves. I bet you he lives in his own insane asylum. In one of those white-walled 
rooms—in his head. He'll be taken in, before the end. He'll lose it completely. I used to date one of them—those 
traders. I know the slow descent into that white emptiness. It's just a facade for a black tomb. 'White-washed 
sepulchres,’ hollow-men all, just like Conrad said." 

[ Amyann Faul Groen] _ [ photographic art by Ashley Rattner ] 


Thank you for reading, hearing, seeing; for questioning, hurting, loving. 
~The Minstrel 


[ Ashley Rattner ] 


